The Spur to the Lozdis, 


Uhat menis thir miſchant murtherars? 
2 In muifing mair miſcheif, 
Thir , Retfars, Romeraikars, 
maitting of na releif. 
The mark that God gaifin his greif 
To Cains curfit km, 
Sall bzod thir Burriois in the beif 
Foz thair maiſt ſchamefull Sin. 


CBot breifly ſoꝛ to bꝛeit in bill, 
Thay ſeme to be ouerluikit: 
Seing our Loꝛdis ſa lang ly ſtill, 
Men meinis thay will miſtuikit. 
our ſiluer beis na langer huikit 
Gar pay zour men of weir, 
Zone bludy Boucheours oz thay bzuikit, . 
Foꝛd wart z0ur ſelſis but feir. 


(7 Thay Renigats, thay — 
Hes ſtollin our Kegentis lyfe, 
Thay treuthles — nk thay trinfauld Tras 
Hes ſteirit vp this ftry (tours 
Ok thameſall 1s - bairne, no2 wyfe 
__ Eſchew miſcheuous chance: 
Thay Ruffyis be thay neuer ſa ryfe, 
Thay get na helpe of France. 


C That doloꝛous deid had bene to done 
Had concoꝛd knit togidder, 

The Lozdis and Counſall of this Rome, 
— lait that war growin lidder, 


1 — confidd 
e briry fo oh 


to conſp 
coden nen thay Jay fall find flidder; 
Quhen kindlit is Gods Ire. 


13 — gane, thay thocht that nane 
an ans 
02 
Dar tak the deid on hand. 
That ar not knit all in a band, 
we may the Crowne attane, 
our Counſall we fall contramand, 
And Crowne 00 kingts of baine. 


CFrome lyfe to deith, gif ſiclyke change, 
3 ů— 
And he zit leuing to Reuenge 
Lhd ot bene till now. 
Kegenge ze not his deid J trow, 
Crs Thaw nor hots 
ude ze kn 
1 — etreittit. 


£7 Argyle and Boyde ſall to 30ww cum 
che J row alland fig 
p Loꝛds J pꝛay 30W a 

1 — 

It ſuld zow mufe all to be tene 
Quhen ze the meſlage heir, 

Sen hautie wozdis bot ſpokin bens 

To gar cw tak ſum feir. 


CE hir as in deid, 


foꝛ to ring, 
cid on ground, weill dfd zeſpetd, 
And haifſet vp the King. 


Gif3e depois him ofhisRing, 
Ze grant the foꝛmer wang: 

And ſyne the Quene agane in 
Na dout ſcho willzowhang. 


(7 Be war thairfoir 023e conclude, 
That ſcho in Scotland cum: 
Foz be my trouth gif that ze dude, 
t ſemis zour glas is rune. 
Better it war that ze war dum. 
Not ſpetk zour awin miſcheit, 
And ae na gude to cum 
Git ze wirk hir releil. 


CI —— — - - pp zow, 


Indnow! thay tak on hand to gre ow 
with all the tother ſyde. 

Bot J pꝛay God zour hartis to gyde, 
Fox quhen thay find zo w rype: 

Chay lallnotmetknes mir with pzyde, 

And playis on Þylartis pype. 


ä — — ſy2eand words, 
ag heilten kei in eg words 


J 
tg not ho to dꝛyue tyme, 
That thay war hidder ſent: 
And had thay fozce —— pyme 
Ze wald ſe thair Intent 


G cves 

2 — 
On pure trew men be wwkin. 

werd ere ena ) thoche it be ſpokin, 


This 
haiſtie a 
1 225 — a ſtrange. 


